ACT ONE
A very white room in BERNARDA ALBA'S house. The walls are white.
There are arched doorways with jute curtains tied back with tassels and
ruffles. Wicker chairs. On the walls, pictures of unlikely landscapes full of
nymphs or legendary kings.
[It is summer. A great brooding silence fills the stage. It is empty when
the curtain rises. Bells can be heard tolling outside.]
FIRST SERVANT [entering]: The tolling of those bells hits me right
between the eyes.
PON CIA [she enters, eating bread and sausage]: More than two hours of
mumbo-jumbo. Priests are here from all the towns. The church
looks beautiful. At the first responsory for the dead, Magdalena
fainted.
FIRST SERVANT: She's the one who's left most alone.
PON CIA: She's the only one who loved her father. Ay! Thank God
we're alone for a little. I came over to eat
FIRST SERVANT: If Bernarda sees you...!
PONCIA: She's not eating today so she'd just as soon we'd all die of
hunger! Domineering old tyrant! But she'll be fooled! I opened
the sausage crock.
FIRST SERVANT [with an anxious sadness]: Couldn't you give me some
for my little girl, Poncia?
PONCIA: Go ahead! And take a fistful of peas too. She won*t know
the difference today.
VOICE [within]: Bernarda!
PONCIA: There's the grandmother! Isn't she locked up tight? *
FIRST SERVANT: Two turns of the key.
PONCIA: You'd better put the cross-bar up too. She's got the fingers
of a lock-picker!
VOICE [within]: Bernarda!
PONCIA [shouting]: She's coming!
[To the SERVANT]